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While some on earnest business bent

Their murrn'ring labours ply
'Gainst grayer hours that bring constraint

To sweeten liberty:
Some bold adventurers disdain
The limits of their little reign,

And unknown regions dare descry s
. Still as they run they look behind,
They hear a voice in every wind,

And snatch a fearful joy.

Gay hope is theirs by fancy fed,

Less pleasing when possest;
The tear forgot as soon as shed,

The sunshine of the breast:
Theirs buxom health, of rosy hue,
Wild wit, invention ever new,

And lively cheer, of vigour born;
The thoughtless day, the easy night,
The spirits pure, the slumbers light,

That fly th' approach of morn.

Alas ! regardless of their doom

The little victims play;
No sense have they of ills to come,

No care beyond to-day:
Yet see, how all around 5em wait
The ministers of human fate,

And black Misfortune's baleful train I
Ah, show them where in ambush stand,
To seize their prey, the murth'rous band!

Ah, tell them, they are men !

These shall the fury Passions tear,

The vultures of the mind,
Disdainful Anger, pallid Fear,

And Shame that sculks behind;
Oi'pining Love shall waste their youth9
Or Jealousy, with rankling tooth.